
TWO BROTHERS 
ONE FATE 

 
 There are shouts and screams that can be heard, but few are seen when so many 

trees are blocking your view. You stand with your bloodstained blade in hand. The signet 

of a thunderbolt is carved in gold under your palm, and a silver trident on the blade of 

your brother. Two brothers who were separated by chaos, only to be brought together by 

blood. You had no choice, the deed is now done, but now your mind is unshackled to 

think. 

 You’ve been told that you were fighting a bloodthirsty enemy, the killers of 

women and children—have you not done the same? You were told that your enemies 

thirsted for your blood, yet there is blood on your hands from your own brother. Is this 

war what you thought it was? Is this a battle that you are still willing to fight? The great 

victory for the Master of Olympus is near, but at what cost? You’ve fought in many wars 

and in many battles, why are the screams of a thousand souls stay deaf to your ears, but 

the voice of your only brother makes you question your morals? Look around, your 

comrades are dying as you guess philosophy. 

  

 Your feet are frozen to the ground, on a blistering, summer day. Swords clash, 

shields shatter, and arrows pierce the hearts of those who saved you in countless blood 

baths. 
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 You see a man with a spear, he sees you, but you do not move. In slow motion, 

you see him come. You have time to raise your sword, to parry his attack and slice his 

throat. But you do nothing. 

 

  

 The spear is thrown—your heart is gone—your breastplate weakens—your heart 

is pierced—the air is silent. 

  

 Dead lies two brothers. You were divided by war, and now in death you embrace 

again. 


